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Author's Notes: 

TW for copious mentions of attempted suicide (aka the entire plot line) quote's taken from Godspeed's ‘Dead 
Flag Blues' off of F sharp A sharp Infinity because l'm pretentious like that. The story behind this is sort of 
funny because | actually wrote the first four paragraphs in the hospital while | was sedated and thus didn't 
actually remember writing any of it. | usually don't enjoy writing about things with a close connection to what 
happened in my own life but in this case most of it is based off of the people I've met and how they reacted 
to being/working in a hospital. Particularly the last bit of dialogue is written after something that was told to 
me when | was around I5 or so. Hopefully this isn't disturbing or anything, | changed a few details for the sake 
of ~*CrEaTiVe LibeRtY*~ I'm sorry if the drinking bleach thing is a bit of a stretch but | didn't want to have 
something where he aciddentally survives shooting himself because the chances of that are damn near 
impossible. | didn't want to ponder for too long all the alternative ways Dead could've attempted suicide so | 
simply went with what came to mind first. 


«l said, "Kiss me, youre beautiful- these are truly the last days" 
You grabbed my hand, 
And we fell into it 


Like a daydream 


Or a fever» 


Per's never noticed these things before. He never realized that his hair smells like black tea, the way his heart 
beats, or the way his blood looks like in a test tube- rather than slipping through his fingers or splashing 


across the stage. 

The ICU has a small television playing in the lobby, It plays Kalles Klattertrad. It amuses the siblings more than 
it does the actual residents. Most of whom have already outgrown children shows or simply have more to 
worry about. 

«Welcome to the dark side of life» 

Is Øystein who comes on the first day, as Jørn is busy with his pregnant girlfriend. He doesn't come baring 
any of that folloganese bullshit, he went specifically to a deli and picked out a raisin bran muffin, seeped with 
molasses. It tastes weird in accordance with the hospital orange juice and he sits on the chair with a blank 
expression. Lips tight, thin, he mutters out, "Frank'll visit with Jørn, | couldn't bring him here. Sorry." 

Per sits up, his wrists hurting as he looks up around the room. The window is made of frosted glass and 
Øystein reaches out to touch his forearm. Small hands cup his, palm gently pressing to the cuts and stitches, 
assessing. 

"You should've told somebody." He says. 

"| dd" Per replies to him. 


"| mean," Øystein stutters there, "You should've sat one of us down seriously.. and told us, that this isn't a 


game anymore." 


"I tried to." Pet shrugs as the hand on his wrist continues to observe. Anyway.. Why would he have told 
anyone if his intention was to die? Doesn't that defeat the purpose? 


Øysteins eyebrows furrow. "Your parents called. They want you to come back to Sweden 
‘lm not leaving." He says. He's not leaving Mayhem. Even it kills him. 


Luckily Øystein isn't in the arguing mood tonight (shocker) and Jørn and his girlfriend have arrived anyway. 


If there's a heaven then there must be a special place reserved for nice nurses that don't make you do things 


you don't want to do. 


"The doctor will be here soon, alright, dear? Is there anything | can get you?" She's old, her face lined and her 
skin, visibly porous. 


Per shakes his head before hanging it over his knees. It's heavy. His wrists hurt a little too much to do 
anything and this hospital gown is scratchy. The nurse sighs. 


"How about some food? A big boy like you needs food" Her thumb touches the jut of his fragile wrist and Per 
says, “Okay. just. ketchup. | like ketchup." 


‘Okay, darling. Ketchup it is.” 


And so Per gets his ketchup. All eight fucking packs of it along with a cup of ginger ale. 


Jørn comes over next time with Frank, Bard and Jon. Jan is still in Hedmark but he sends his condolences 


nonetheless. 


"They feeding you well here?" Jon asks in a gallant attempt at sounding casual as Jørn pinches up a packet of 


yesterday's ketchup binge. 


"Looks like they're feeding him goddamn ketchup." He crinkles his nose, throwing it into the trash. "Are they at 
least feeding you, Pelle?" 


And Jon rolls his eyes because is that not exactly what he just asked? 


"Yeah, they're feeding me." Per nods. Well, sort of. He agreed to eat a little bit of bread and roe paste this 


morning. 


Bard lies next to him on the hospital bed despite the fact that the plaque above the gurney clearly states that 
only one person should be on it at a time. He huffs, watching the ceiling as Frank plays with the legos, only half 
aware of what's going on. Whatever. Better if Frank thinks Per just suffered a really bad cooking accident... and 
then right afterwards randomly mistook the bleach for water. 


To be honest, Per almost feels lucky he's not alone. Almost. Although now his throat hurts and he's disturbed 
to know that he'd been knocked out cold for weeks and yet he remembers nothing. He saw nothing. It's like Per 


has been sleeping for weeks and just woke up. Well, mostly because he has been 


If you die who's gonna teach me to draw?" Bard suddenly mumbles, to his surprise. 


"| don't know..You could just go to art classes?" He suggests earning a "Fuck you." 


Bard's hands cross over his stomach as all five of them remain perfectly silent safe for the beeping of the 
monitor. Jørn sighs deeply and it almost feels as though Per should be apologizing. Except the words don't 
come out. They don't want to come out and Per doesn't know if he even is sorry or not. Jørn just reaches 
over and he squeezes Per's thin, cold hand. Jarn's hands are tiny but soft and warm. Per can't tell if he's 


trying to reassure him or himself. 


Seeing that the mood is affectionate, Bard throws an around Per's shoulder and squeeze him tightly, shoving 


his face into the curve of his neck. 


"Holy shit, Bard" Jon laughs as he watches him begin to cry into Per's skin, softly at first and then loud 
hiccups. It's suffocating and Per wishes they'd hurry up and just let him go. 


If they truly loved him then they'd understand. 


Bard and Øystein end up becoming frequent visitors over the weeks. Øystein hovering around with his jaw set 
and arms crossed. He doesn't speak much but Bard's more talkative. He talks about interesting things, the 
occult, UFOs... Per thinks that all of this is just a good excuse for Bard to skip school being that he says he 
hates moving to Lillehammer. He rooms with Øystein for the time being and overall the two seem to be good 
friends. It almost makes Per want to fuck with Øystein, remind him that Bard's only seventeen and far too 
young to be considered corruptible enough by a man who's apparently equal parts a kind friend and an utter 
sociopath They should leave him alone. Let him have some kind of future but the look in Bard's eyes when he 


talks about this new American serial killer makes Per think Bard probably has no future either. 
None of them do. 


"He poured acid into a little boy's head" He giggles, wiggling his fingers like he's reciting a campfire horror 
story and not someone's real actions. "Cause he was hoping it would turn him into a sex zombie! Then when 


that didn't work | heard he ate him." 


"Shut up, Bard" Øystein says, clearly sick of having heard this story a million times already. Bard glares at him 
and just to annoy Dystein, Per says: "No, keep going. I'm curious." 


Øystein makes a loud ‘tch' sound, "I'm going to go take a piss." While Bard smiles wide enough to show off his 


large front teeth. 


Throughout the weeks, Øystein fries to make small-talk, although honestly Per wishes he wouldn't. He wishes 
Øystein would just fuck off, really. 


"How's your back?" He asks in Swedish, at Per's bedside. 

"My backs doing fine, Øystein. It's all fine. Use Norwegian, its even harder to understand you with that dumb 
accent." He mumbles, throwing a stitched-up wrist across his eyes. Who would Bystein be if he actually made 
things easier for Per? He swallows. 

"Your parents have called, they'll be here later today.” 

Per groans dramatically. "I know they will. | hope they're not giving you too much shit." Come to think of it, 
that's a lie. Per kind of hopes they are giving Øystein shit. Goddamnit, he really doesn't like Øystein right now. 


He just wants to be left alone. 


"They're not." Øystein replies before he goes fucking with the blankets wrapped around Per legs as if he's 


paralyzed waist down. Fuck.. 

Øystein swallows again and it's annoyingly loud. "Per, | think your parents are right" 

"About?" He opens an eye. 

"You should go back to Sweden. At least for the time bei-" 

"No." He snaps. If Øystein continues to pester him about it, he's going to get the nurse to kick him out. "Your 
family is worried about you. At least for them, you can't seriously be this utterly selfish, You could have 
fucking died" And look at the self-crowned prince of darkness, evil and general douchebaggery! Worrying about 
things like family! 


And it would've been much better if | did "Come off of it, Øystein. You just don't want me here.” Per growls. 


Øystein opens his mouth but Bard has come from the washroom, wiping his hands on the legs of his jeans. 
"Your family is here, Pelle.” 


Shit! 

Per is tempted to bash his own head in. His mother makes a big deal of sobbing whilst his step-father sits 
there on the plush hospital couch with a grim expression And why, oh god why did they have to bring in all of 
his siblings? Don't they have school or something? 


"You're coming home, Pelle. | don't care, I'm not leaving you here any longer." She snaps with a warbled voice. 


‘lm not going home." He mumbles, trying not to look at her.. or anyone. "And what am | supposed to do? Sit 
here and worry about you? Look at you! You're in the hospital fighting for your life" More sobs. 


Well.. Per would say its more like he's fighting agaist it. Honestly, everyone is fighting for Per's life but Per 


himself. "Mom, l'm fine." He says, tensing his knees as she wipes her eyes, smearing more eyeliner down the 


side of her cheekbone. "| can't let you do this." 

"Well.. sucks, ‘cause I'm not going home." He reiterates, this time his voice tenses significantly. 

That's when his step-father cuts in with a fierce look. "You're hurting your mother, Per." 

"And the idea of going back to Stockholm is hurting me!" He shouts, "You want to keep me alive? Fine! Fuck off 
and let me do whatever | want because if you force me to go back home | swear on fucking God, Mary and 
the Bible that | will fucking KILL MYSELF!" His voice ends up a deafening shriek, so loud he wasn't aware his 
voice could fill up so much space. His mother collapses into another fit of sobs, covering her face as Per's 


step-father wraps and arm around her, glaring at him like he's the scum of the earth. This is the part where 
Per really wishes he had just died. 


"Remember the time we begged mom to let us burn that Destruction LP?" Anders says, hanging around the 
doorway once everyone has already left. "What's brought that on?" Per asks with a shrug. He remembers it. 


"| saw Marit and her sister a few days ago whilst | was cycling down Jordbro." Replies Anders. "You don't know 


how much | had to beg her for it." 


"Well. thanks, | guess." He mumbles. Anders shakes his head in dismay, they used to be much closer. "If you're 
not going to come home, Pelle, can you at least do me a single fucking favour?" 


"What?" Anders reaches into his pocket and pulls out a crumpled up receipt, quickly scribbling something down 
He slams it on the bedside table. 


"Call me next time. | live with my buddy, Jens, this is his number." and he leaves before Per has the chance to 
ask. 

Øystein returns later that evening. "Is Bard with you?" He asks as Øystein is slipping off his leather jacket. 

"No. Bard's back home. He has his own head to get straight." He scoffs. 

"Hedmark or..2" 


"Lillehammer. With his mother.” Øystein says, sitting back down on the chair pushed up next to his bed. "His 


mother's pissed cause he's not coming to school." 
"He's under eighteen, she could call the police." Per points out. 


Øystein scoffs, "Yeah, she threatened to. Turns out this could constitute as ‘kidnapping'.” 


And Per laughs darkly at that. Looks like everyone really does have their own problems. 
"So what did my mother tell you to tell me?" 


Øystein seems taken aback for a second before he drops it and rolls his eyes. He sighs, bracing his hands 
against his knees with a short ‘uh... 


"She said, and | quote ‘Bystein, please do something’, except it was barely comprehensible because she was 


crying." Per laughs again 

"She chose the wrong person then" He looks off. 

"No. | agree with her. You should go back home." Øystein says slowly and to that all Per has to say is: 
"Bullshit. You just don't want me here." 


"Personal differences aside, | like having you in my band. This isn't in my best interest, Per. It's in fucking 


yours." Bystein narrows his eyes. 
"Bullshit" 


"You don't even like it in Norway. What are you hanging here for? Go home and get your head checked." He 


snaps. 


"| don't like it ANYWHERE, Øystein!" Per says, his voice raising an octave, "I don't like it in Stockholm, | don't like 
it in Ski, | don't like it anywhere! Have you noticed that yet? That | hate everything? That I'm a misanthrope? 
I'd rather do something | actually do like and let that kill me, than live a life | don't want to live. Just let me do 


what | want to do with it and let me die on my own terms. You're all pissing me off with this shit" 


"We just want you to see that there's more to life than this, Per." Øystein says after a short pause and it 
makes his shoulders deflate like a sad birthday balloon 


"Not for me. | don't want anything in life. Not a wife, not a family, not a job. Just let me be ‘Dead’ for 
chrissake.. that's what | want" He lies down, his heart feeling heavy after everything that's happened. 


"Didn't you want to be a comic book artist though?" Øystein raises an eyebrow and Per falls silent. He does or 
rather dd want that. Øystein takes his silence as a victory.. Arrogant fucker! "So you do want something out 


of life. You're just too stubborn to admit it" He says, flicking Pers forehead. His cheeks turn red. "Fuck off." 


Øystein replies with a snarky laugh and a, "I'm going to get some coffee and a snack from the vending machine, 


want anything?" 


"Tea" 
"Alright" 
He returns after a few minutes and asks Per to scoot over in the rudest possible way. 


"Ive come to a conclusion about you, Pelle." Øystein says as he lies down next to him, snapping a daim bar in 


half and handing the broken piece to Per. 
"And that is?" 


"That you're lonely and you think nobody understands you." He announces like it's the secrets to the cosmos. 


Per snorts. 


"Gee, what was your first guess, Einstein?" He dunks his daim bar into the hot tea as Øystein rolls his eyes 


and continues his assessment. 


"But you're right, you know? Nobody understands you and nobody ever will. But nobody understands me either; 
hell, nobody understands anyone, we only think that we do based off of the commonalities in our lives. But 
we're all limited to ourselves and we never truly know what the people around us are thinking and feeling. It's 
like being stuck in a movie where you're the main character but in reality you're not." Claiming to live life like 


the main character of a movie is a terribly Øystein thing to say. Wow. 

"Your point?" Per asks. 

Øystein turns to him and goddamnit he shill looks like he thinks he's got it all figured out! "That maybe it's not 
a bad thing that no one will ever understand you. Maybe existence isn't about an inherent meaning but more 
about just doing what we want to do regardless of what everyone else thinks." 


"That's what I've been trying to say but all of you stuck me in his hospital anyway." He points out. Isn't it? 


"Because it's stupid to kill yourself when you'll die anyway. Just let yourself die naturally." None of this makes 
sense so Per just asks, "Since when do you care about individuality, Øystein?" 


"| don't." He quickly says, earning a laugh. Per shakes his head and drinks tea, licking the chocolate off of his 
lips. "I don't think you and | will ever be friends, Bystein" He says. 


"Me neither. Even now, when you're sitting here in a hospital bed, | still hate your guts." Øystein scoffs but 


still lies back down next to him. 
"Bound by mutual hatred?" 


"Guess so." 


He thinks for a second before holding his cup out. Øystein gives him a confused look and a "What?" 


"To mutual, everlasting hatred." Per says solemnly and Øystein beams at him, clinking their styrofoam cups 
together. "To mutual everlasting hatred" He agrees. 


All in all, Per thinks this might be the first pleasant conversation he's ever had with him. 

"I know that kids these days think it's cool to tag everything but you are in a hospital and you're not allowed 
to write on the walls." The nurse sighs, coming by the next Monday to change the sheets while Per is 
scribbling something next to his bed. He jumps at her voice, she doesn't sound angry, just a little bit 


exasperated. "Get up." 


At least by now Per is capable of walking, he scrambles up, crossing his skinny arms as she crawls over the 


mattress to yank off the pillow cases. 

She tilts her head to read what he's written and Per notices that she's rather pretty. 

"From my rotting body, flowers shall grow, | am in them and that is eternity: Jesus." She says. 

"It was Edvard Munch who said that. Not me." Per defends with red cheeks. 

"Whatever, just don't draw on the walls anymore." She tells him, changing the covers. 

Per climbs back in bed, watching her clean up around the room before giving him his medication 


"Why would you work here?" He asks out of curiosity, watching her crumple up the tiny paper cup. "Isn't it 
depressing?" 


The nurse thinks before nodding to herself, "Yeah, | guess it is pretty depressing sometimes.’ 
"Then?" 


She shrugs, "| don't know. It's far more depressing for me to go about my life knowing | could've helped 
someone and didn't" 


"You must think really lowly of the mental ward here then. Since its mostly self-inflicted." 
"Mm... No. | don't. A person to help is a person to help whether their pain is in their own doing or not" 


"Why? Why does anyone even care? Why don't people just accept that some people just what to die sooner 
rather than later? Don't we have the right to chose our own fates?" 


"Because when a twenty year old boy comes into the ER with slit wrists and half of his jaw damaged with 
chemical burns, your immediate reaction is to help him because his time still hasn't come. He didn’t chose to 
die peacefully. He chose to inflict as much pain onto himself as he could and that tells you all you need to know 
about what's going on up here." She taps her temple. Per opens his mouth to argue but the nurse cuts in, 


"Most people who say they want to die don't, they just want a better life. The psychologist will see you in 
twenty minutes, Mr. Ohlin Do you want anything before that?" 


Per shakes his head, "No." 


"Well, it was nice talking to you but | have to get back to work" And she walks out of the room. Per sighs, 


looking around. 
Reaching over, he pushes the window open and takes a little peek outside. 


The End 


